ThcTragedie 

Orbiterly to fpcake in your reproofe, 

Jell fitteth ray degree or your condition : 

Your loue dcferues my thanke$ } but my defest 
Vnmeritable Ihunnesyour high requefl, 

Firfl ifallobflacleswcrecutaway. 

And that my path were cucn to the Crownc, 

As my right reuenewand due by birth, 

Yet To much is >ny pouertie of fpirit. 

So mightie and fo many roy defeds. 

As I had rather hide mefrom my greatnellc, 

Being a Barke to brooks no mightie lea. 

Then in my greatneifecouetto be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory finothered : 

But God be thanked theres no need for me, 

And much I needeto helpe you if need were. 

The royall treehathleftvs royallfruite, 

Which mellowed by the Healing houres of time. 

Will well become the feateof maieHie ; 

And make no doubt vs happie by hisraigne. 

On him 1 lay , what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune of his happie fiarres. 

Which God defend that 1 fhotald wring from him# 
Sue. My Lord,this argues confcience in your grace, 
But the refpeds thereof are nice and triuiall. 

All circumflanccs well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too, but not by Edwards wife ; 

For fi r ft he was contracted to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues, a witnelTe to thatvow,, 

And afterwards by fubftitute betrothed 
To Bona, filler to the King of France, 

Thefe both put by a popre petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waininganddiflrelfed widdowe, 

Euen in the afternoone of her befl day es, 

Made prife and purchafe of his luflfull eye, 

Seduce the pitch and height of all his thoughts, 
Tobafe declenfion and loathed bigamie, 

By her in this, vnlawfull bed he got. 






of Richard the Third, 

This Edward , whome our manners terme thcPrince : 

More bitterly could expoftulatc, 

Saue that for reuerence to fome aliue 
1 giuea fparinglimitto my tongue : 

Then good my Lord,taketo your royallfelfe. 

This proffered benefit of dignitie i 
If not to bldfevs and the land withall. 

Yet to draw out your royall ftocke. 

From the corru ption of a bufing time, 

Vnto a linealltrue deriucdcourfe. 

Alai.Do good my Lord.your citizens entreatyou. 

Cat.Q make them ioyfull,grant their lawfullfute. 

Glo. ^las,why would you heape thole careson tne, 

I am vnfitfor ftateand dignitie: 

I doe befcech you take it not amilTe, 

Icannot,nor 1 will notyeeld to you. 

Bttc. If you ref ufe it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth todepofe the ehilde your brothers fonne, 

. vdw ell we know your tendcrnelfe of heart, 

Ai\d gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin, 
yfndegally indeed to all e flares, 

Yet whether you except our fute or no. 

Your brothers fonne fiiall neucr raigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne. 

To the difgraceand downefaft ofyour houfe : 

And in this refutation here we leaue you, 

Come Citizens, zounds, lie intreat no more# 

G/o.O do not f veare my Lord of Buckingham, 

CW.Call them againe,my Zord and accept their lute. 
«^» 0 .Do,good my Lord,teaft all the land doe rew it. 

Glo, Would you enfqrce.me to a world of care ? 

Welfcall them againe, lam notmade of Hones,’ 

But penetrable to your ki nd intreats, 

^lbeit again fl my confcience and my foule. 

Cofen of Buckingham, And you lage grauemen, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 
fo beare the burthen whether 1 will or no, 
mult haue patience to endure the lo.adc, 
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